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HEH, HEHf HI, LOW-L/FERSf YEP, IT'S YOUR LUR/D LIBRARIAN, THE CRYPT-KEEPER, READY TO OPEN ANOTHER
SQUEAL-SESSION HERE in THE CRYPT with another of my favorite TWISTED-TALES OF TORMENTMO
TORTURE, so, COMEON IN AND SIT DOWN ON THAT BLOOD- STAINED STONE MARKER THERE AND ILL

CALL ...

Roy dixon awoke with a start, knowing something
WAS wrong, he opened his puzzled eyes, looked
around blankly. ; .AND screamed, where was he?
WHAT WAS THIS COLD GREY STONE ROOM THAT BOXED
HIM IN LIKE A TRAPPED ANIMAL? WHAT WAS THAT
STEADY HISS, LIKE A THOUSAND VENOMOUS REPTILES?
WHY WAS HE BOUND HELPLESSLY TO THIS IRON CHAIR?
HE STRUGGLED FURIOUSLY, BUT THE ROPES ONLY
BRUISED HIS FLESH. HIS THROAT WAS TORN RAW BY



But nobody came to release roy from his night-
_ - _ .... <pa uriO A (7li ACT I V

HOLLOW-TON EO VOICE ECHO AND REVERBERATE THROUGH

THE GRIM ROOM.. . fc v, \ I

^

I SENTENCE YOU, ROYDIXON,if ****CHMh
TO EXECUTION IN THE QAS S SEN ffHOtMOf
CHAMBER FOR FIRSTDEGREE > LET me OUT!
- MURDER. .

,s WR0N6f

^Hof it CAN'TBE? this is WRONG.' not

THE WAY I PLANNED IT AT ALL! YOU CANT

DO THIS' IT'S A MISTAKE1 PLEASEf
OH.LORD...STOP HIMf P]

Of course,that sort of thing had

been during OFF-DUTY hours.

ONDUTY, it was CAPTAIN buck

Was it a DREAM ? A hideous
IBut there was no answer from li M unaum : - —

HiexniAiie? it must be that'

ROY CLUNG Tg THAT REASSURING

THOUGHT AS THE STONE ROOM
SPUN AND FADED BEFORE HIS BLUR-

RING EYES. 0REAMILY.HI8 MEM-

ORY REACHED BACK-BACK TO THE

RAW, RED DAYS OF WORLD WAR IT

THE HOODED WATCHER. ROY DIXON’S

BRAIN CLOUDED NOW. HIS SENSES

REELED CRAZILY AS THE DEADLY

VAPORS WERE ABSORBED FROM HIS

HEAVING LUNGS INTO HIS RACING

I BLOODSTREAM... HIS CHIN SAGGED..

.

[HIS HEAD LOLLED. HE WAS DY/NG...

GORDON, PILOT, AND SECOND
LIEUTENANT roy dixon, bombard-

IER. . AND NO MORE. IggaggSr
SHAKE THE LEAD 'T'^BUCK ' I...

,
outLIEUTENANT' \ih~YES,SIRF

WHEN HE AND BUCK GORDON HAD BEEN

>AlR FORCE BUDDIES... fT —

I

( BOMBARDIER Y ROGER/READY
\ TO PILOT/ J FOR RUNfLET'S

(
TARGETS \ GO GET 'EM' ,

THIsZis^ZZ WRONG

f

IT.

-i CAN'T BE. ..TRUE/ m

.PULLING RANK, BROWBEATING
Yes, that'd been buck.

,

GUIDING HIS ROARING METAL MONSTER,
;rew, glorying in his silver barred authority.

lOY'D RUBBED IT IN GOOD, MAKING BUCK SQUIRM A

HELPLESSLY WHEN HIS CHANCE QAME...ON THE

WHEN HE WAS IN COMMAND-

um.c in -
I

PREGNANT WITH BOMBS, BUCK HAD ALWAYS BEEN ALL BRASS

\

RIGHT THROUGH TO HIS STEEL-SPRING SPINE .

pilot™ BOMBARDIER PRIME

\

yW\
BOMBING RUN.

TARGET TONIGHT ! UNDERSTAND ?

.

MISS ... OR YOU'LL NEVER RICE MY
—

\

SHIP AGAIN.

TARGET S/6HTEDf TAKING OVER,J
captain' STEADY, now...STEADY. . CUT

THAT SIDE-SLIP, HEAR ME? THAT ®>
AN ORDER, captain ' y—^rpm

LIEUTENANT'

NOW THE WILOLY SQUIRMING PRISONER COULD SEE...

DIMLY THE HOODED FIGURE PEERING IN AT HIM IMPAS-

SIONATELY THROUGH THE OBSERVATION WINDOW REGULA-

TING THE FLOW OF LETHAL CYANIDE GAS THAT HISSED FROM

THE GRILLED VENT IN THE FLOOR. HIS EXECUTIONER!..



But then.between missions, they'd

BEEN THICK AS THIEVES AGAIN...

BUYING EACH OTHER DRINKS AND
PLANNING THEIR FUTURE.. .AFTER

THE I

THINK OF IT, ROY..

.

OUfiJ SOUNDS
]

OWNAIRLINE. .. HAULING \ 6REAT,

AIR FREIGHT. . . YOU I BUCK t

AN D HE. . .PARTNERS/ I count

And so, one glorious post-war
MORNING .THEY'D STOOD PROUDLY
BEFORE THEIR QUONSET HANGAR...

BUSINESS PARTNERS...

Finally, after weeks of leg-work,

THEY'D LANDED THEIR FIRST CON-
TRACT. AND FLYING THEIR FIRST LOAD

HAD BEEN JUST LIKE OLD TIMES.-TOO

MUCH LIKE OLD TIMES-

Roy lifted his head groggily. the past faded.the

HISSING OF THE LETHAL GAS WAS GONE...

I'M ALIVE

f

the GAS CHAMBER HAS VANISHED.
IT WAS A DREAM f IT'S DAWN NOW? I'M AWAKEf
I KNEW THEY NEVER BROUGHT ME TO TRIAL
NEVER SENTENCED ME TO THE GAS CHAMBL
I KNEW

f

IT WAS ALL...A ... DREAM.

But WHAT WAS THIS? WHAT WAS THIS NEW TORTURE ROY

WAS SUDDENLY AWARE OF? WHY WAS IT SO HARD TO BREATHE;

WHAT WAS AROUND ROY'S NECK.„SQUEEZING-SQUEEZIN8._

The NOOSE STEADILY TIGHTENED, CLAMPING HIS WIND-

PIPE SHUT FROM THE WEIGHT OF HIS BODY. SOMETIMES

THIS GHASTLY THING HAPPENED-THE VICTIM'S NECK

UNBROKEN BY THE DROPPING TRAP... LETTING HIM DIE

A SLOW HORRIFYING DEATH BY STRANGULATION.-DRAG-

GING HIM INTO A SUFFOCATING ETERNITY...

Roy's mind sank into a deep dark pool again out of

WHICH PUFFED VISIONS OF THE PAST CAME ONCE MORE...

REVIEWING HIS ASSOCIATION WITH BUCK GORDON. EVEN
THOUGH THEIR AIRLINE’D EXPANDED THROUGH THE YEARS,

UP INTO GOLDEN BRACKETS, BUCK'0 KEPT IT UR-HATEFULLY-

PULLING RANK...



Ror'O ALWAYS HANDLED THE 'DIRTY WORK" FOR THE

Al RUNE.-THE LAW CASES THAT HAD COME UP FROM TIME

TO TIME. HE'D EVEN TAKEN LAW COURSES AT NIGHT TO

HELP NOW, HIS LAW WORK WOULD HELP HIM TO COM-

MIT MURDER... AND GETAWAY WITH IT...

And so roy'o prepared and waited... and his oppor-

tunity^ COME ONE NIGHT, WHEN THE OFFICE HELP HAD

GONE HOME AND BUCK WAS WORKING LATE, GETTING A

micut am FBFIRHT SHIPMENT CHECKED OUT...



Roy remembered how he'd raised
THE MONKEY WRENCH... BRINGING |1

DOWN ACROSS BUCK'S HEAD .

CAREFULLY. . . EASY. . NOT TOO
HARD... HOI HARO ENOUGH TO

It'd been so easy. ..tying suck up,

GAGGING HIM IN CASE HE'D COME TO,

AND STRINGING HIM UP ONTO THE OLD
|

BOMB RACKS. . .
Ity1

CARRIED BUCK'S UNCONSCIOUS FORM..
INTO THE REAR OOOR OF THE HANGAF
.. .TO THE SURPLUS B-29 THEY STILL
USED FOR SHORT FREIGHT HAULS...
SHORT NIGHT HAULS... LIKE THE
ONE TONIGHT.. Jir ...THAT WAS YOUR

LASTORDER'
YOU'RE GOING TO
TAKE A LITTLE A
TRIP..

'All loaoeo up. . . ready to go. '

NOBODY'LL check the cargo
HOLD NOWf ALL I HAVE TO 00 IS

SHIFT A FEW CRATES,.. AND I'M

SET
. _

.Then stowing .And waiting around tmTHE OTHER ITEM. . .

THE ITEM ROY'D BOUGHT AND RECON-
DITIONED PAINFULLY.,. THE SUR-
PLUS BOMBS/GHT... into the
CLUTTERED NOSE OF THE OLD
SUPERFORT. . ,

— THE GROUND CREW'D TRUNDLED THE OLD LADyI
OUT ONTO THE FIELD AND WARMED UP HER ENGINES. IT'D BEEN SO EASY TO
BUMPjNTO BATSON.THEPILOT...

SORTA BRINGS BACK OLD MEMORIES
Mr BABY • YOU KNOW, BATSON? .

SsMH I'o LIKE TO COME ALONG FOR A

RIDE TONIGHT? OKAY WITH YOU? WB

I

WHY...UH... SURE S

THING, MR. DKON?
YOU'RE THE BOSS'

,

And AS THEY'D SOARED WEST, IT'D BEEN Si

ROY TO PRETEND A WAR HERO'S NOSTALGIA.
It'D 8EEN SO EASY TO UNCOVER THE BOMB-SIGHT AND
PLUG IN THE LEADS HE'D WORKED ON FOR WEEKS- THE
LEADS THAT CONTROLLER THE AILERONS ... THE ELEVA-
TORS. . .THE RUDDER THE BOMB-BAYS. .. AND THE B0M6-
RACKS. . THE BOMB RUNf. .

.

|c» |||,

YOU KNOW, BATSON? IT'S JUSTCOME '

OVER ME

f

I’D LIKE TO MAKE LIKE A .

1 BOMBARDIER again. . . FOR OLD A
TIME'S SAKE. I’M GOING EORWARD
INTO THE NOSE. FOLLOW MY ORDERS
ON THE INTERCOM. . .JUST LIKE YOU'RE
MY PILOT AND WE'RE HEADED OVER
BERLIN.' AND STOP GRINNING

f

Y I’m... x'm n

'not GR/NN/N'
MR. OIXONr I

. UNDER- ,

\ STAND.'

A

BUT THAT'S OFF
OUR COURSE, MR.

- .DIXON?

ALL RIGHT, BATSON? LET'S
HEAD HER AROUND TO A READING
OF THREE OEGREES SOUTH BY J
’fiBZZip.

WEST. . . -eT/M



But it'd been no idle game for

ROY. it'd BEEN A GAME OF DEATH.

AND THE STAKES WERE HIGH. THIS

HAD TO BE 'ON TARGET.'.. 'DIRECT

HIT.'. . ON THE NOSE 'f BUT HE'D

TIMED IT PERFECTLY .'THE MOON HAD

ATED EVERYTHING BELOW...



Yes, it HAD been 'right on target', roy's pin-point

BOMBING HAD DROPPED BUCK JORDON ON THE STONE
MARKER THAT DELINIATES THECOMMON CORNERS OF

UTAH, COLORADO, ARIZONA, AND NEW MEXICO . .

.

STAINING IT RED WITH BLOOD AND RUPTURED FLESH...

RIGHT ON TARGET.

A LEGAL BRAWL HAD DEVELOPED. BUCK GORDON HAO METIt HAD ALL GONE ACCORDING TO PLAN. ROY'D OPENLY
AND BOLDLY PLEADED GUILTY TO THE GRAND JURY’S

INDICMENT. BUT THEN THE FUN HAD STARTED,AS
THE REPRESENTATIVES OF THE COURTS OF FOUR

STATES WRANGLED LIKE ALLEY-CATS OVER ONE MOUSE...

HIS DEATH AT THE FOUR MUTUAL CORNERS OF THESE

STATES. EACH ONE DEMANDED ITS RIGHT TO PROSECUTE,
CLAIMING SOLE JURISDICTION. ROY'D BEEN ABLE TO HAVE

HIMSELF RELEASED ON $50,000 BAIL VIA A WRIT OF

HABEUS CORPUS. ..fj

V
COLORADO

?

UTAH CLAIMS
JURISDICTION IN

THIS MURDER .

V case jmm

YARIZONA

) CLAIMS 4
THE RIGHT

TO TRY THE
PRISONER.'

’ THIS’LL DRAG THROUGH COURT AFTER

COURT. AT ANY DECISION TO TRY ME.

I'LL APPEAL

f

THIS WILL GO ON FOR

YEARS? I CAN APPEAL RIGHT UP TO THE

SUPREME COURTf w -»

T HE MEMORY FADED. THE PAINFUL JOLTS OF ELECTRICITY WERE
* — .DAWN OVER A

And ROY'D BEEN RIGHT

f

HIS PLAN HAD WORKED

EXACTLY AS HE'D PREDICTED IT WOULD .THE RED

TAPE HAD PILED ^...TANGLING INTO A THICKER
|

AND MORE COMPLICATED KNOT- fp MM
FOUR STATES...BICKERING. .

.

^IH§|? EACH STUBBORN...JEALOUS...PROUO?
]

THEY’LL NEVER BRING ME TO TRIAL.. J

AT LEAST NOTIN Afl- LIFETIME? jgk

GONE. ROY LOOKEO AROUND. IT WAS DAWN
DESERT WASTELAND...

|

Wr I. ..I'M AWAKE AGAIN? X WASN'T ELECTROCUTED?

I OH , GOD? WHAT’S HAPPENING TO ME? WHY AM I

^ BEING TORTURED LIKE... LIKE .../WO/WHAT AM I
DOING HERE? Y-

,argj

The first jolt ripped into roy dixon like a million

WHITE-HOT NEEDLES.. .BOILING HIS BLOOD. HE COULD

SMELL HIS OWN FLESH FRYING. THE SECOND JOLT

SPIRALED HIM INTO A BLUE-WHITE FLASHING ABYSS

THAT CHANGED INTO A PICTURE OF THE PAST. . .OF

BUCK GORDON'S BODY SMASHING TO EARTH DIRECTLY

UPON A LARGE FLAT STONE MARKER .



The hooded figure pointed to theT HE hooded figure stooo beside

THE MARKER... GREY walled structure with the

LITTLE OBSERVATION WINDOW...
THEN LET

|

US SAY I
J

I AM YOUR
' ^OFFICIAL
sEXECUTIONERI

YOU ESCAPED LEGAL EXECUTION BY

YOUR CUNNING PLAN, ROY? YOU

ESCAPED THE GAS CHAMBER of

THAT STATE ...SO X LET YOU DIE A

A LITTLE

This is where BUCK'S
)

NO, Roy

BODY LANDED f I / DIXON'

MUST BE DREAMING / THIS IS

*7 AGAINf NODREAM

t

BUT THEN I MUST
BE DREAMING^ I'M

(

a FREEMANf the

COURTS DION'T DECIDE

ANYTHING/ they

WON'T FOR YEARS.
SO YOU CAN'T BE .

my OFFICIAL 1
EXECUTIONER/

J

...POINTING TO THE LONG SHADOWS

ON TH E DAWN DESERT SAND-
IN A CIRCLE-POINTING.The HOODED FIGURE SWEPT HIS ARM.

YOU ESCAPED THE SCAFFOLD
OF THAT STATE... SO I LET YOU TRY

THAT ONE TOO ...

AND NOW FOR THE LAST
AND FINAL EXECUTION...

THE ONE I WILL NOT

BE ABLE TO GIVE YOU /
JUST A TASTE'VF \

THE FIRING SQUAD/ I

READY...AIM...

CHAIR OF THAT STATE ...AND

SO YOU'VE FELT WHAT IT IS

TO OIE THAT WAY/ r-m
THIS IS

ALL SOME
' NIGHT-
MARISH
DREAMY

|
But the executioner removed

I

NO DREAM...
BUCK/ BUCK

GORD...NNN_FIRE/

HEH, HEH.' SO POOR OLD ROY GOT
IT FROM BUCK. . FOUR WAYS' WELL,

YOU GET IT FROM E.C. FOUR W»YS

WHEN YOU READ ONE OF YOUR
<?houlZ.unatic's MAGS: FOUR
CHILLING SCREAM-STORIES.
NEXT COMES Y. K. WITH HIS... THEN
i’ll be BACK TO RE-REVOLT YOU..

AND O.W. WILL COMPLETE the

CREEPY QUARTET. SO READ ON
AND RETCH DEAR
FIEND. I’LL DIG YOU
LATER 1 OH, BY THE
WAYf HAVE YOU
HEARD ABOUT THE

E.C. FAN-ADDICT
CLUBfTOU HAVE/
OHf THEN YOU*

KNOW! BYE

f

Roy looked oown . he was standing

ON A FLAT ROCK... A MARKER. - A

ILIAR MARKER.



HEH.HEH' AND A HORRIBLE 'HI' TO ALL YOU HORROR-HAPPY HID/OTSf WELCOME NOW TO THE VAULT OF
HORROR. THIS IS YOUR NARRATOR OF NAUSEATING NOVELETTES,THE VAULT-KEEPER, READY TO READ ANOTHER
REVOLTING REGURGITATION FROM MY LIBRARY Of LECHEROUS LITERATURE. TH IS TERROR-TOME, TH

I

S CHOICE
CHUNK of CHILLING CHARNEL CHATTER 'S APTLY ENTITLED -

There was a biting frost in the late November night air

which HOVERED ABOUT THE LAST REMAINING FALL FLOW-
ERS, BESTOWING ICY KISSES OF DEATH UPON THEIR SHRIVELING

PETALS. THE LEAVES HAD LONG SINCE LEFT THE TREES,BAR-

ING THEIR GNARLED TRUNKS TO THE COMING WINTER WINDS,

UNCOVERING BRANCHES THAT REACHED SKYWARD LIKE TWIST-

ED AND MISSHAPEN GOUT-WRACKED FINGERS. THERE, IN THAT

GARDEN OF GLOOM, SAT THE WIFE AND THE LOVER. AND ON

THE GREY COLD FLAGSTONE TERRACE STOOD THE HUSBAND,
WATCHING... AND WAITING...

E MOMENT NORMAN KING HAD MET MARIA HOLT AT
THE PARTY GOING ON WITHIN THE HOUSE BEYOND,
HE'D FALLEN IN LOVE WITH HER. HE 'D WAITED TILL

SHE WAS ALONE. . .THEN COAXED HER INTO THE
GARDEN, BRAZENLY FLAUNTING HIS ATTENTIONS
UPON HER IN FRONT OF HER STONE-FACED HUSBAND.

NOW, AS NORMAN PASSED PAUL HOLT, HE NOTICED HIS
CYNICAL SMILE..

.

YOU'RE PRETTY
SURE OF YOUR-
SELF, HOLT f

WELL, WE'LL,

SEE...



Norman hao noticed the cold and impassive inoifer-

ENCE THAT HAD SEEMED TO BLANKET MARIA AND PAUL

AND HE'D ASSUMED THAT THE PASSION- FIRES HAO
COOLED FOR THEM. SO HE'D SET HIS SIGHTS UPON THE

POOH UNHAPPY WIFE, DETERMINED TO STIR UPTHEFLAMES
WITHIN HER ONCE AGAIN. ..FOR HIM. HE GOTMORE
THAN MARIA'S WRAP FROM THE CLOAKROOM.

HE FINGERED THE SNUB-NOSED BLUE-BLACK 38 AUTO-

MATIC HE'D TAKEN FROM HIS OVERCOAT, AND IT GAVE HIM

CON FI PENCE...

'i ALWAYS GET what I WANT, ONE WAY
OR ANOTHER, and I'VE NEVER WANTED

I HAVE EYES, MARIA? I 1 WHAT'S

CAN SEES YOUR HUSBAND THE USE
ANO YOU ARE LI K E TWO _) IN SUN-
STONES/THE LOVE
THAT WAS ONCE BETWEENAlORMAN?
YOU IS DEAD/ WHAT IF YOU] I DO
WEREN'T MARRIED?...< HAVE A

IF YOU HADNO HUS- ) HUSBAND...

BAND? COULDN’T 1

Suddenly maria turned and ran
TOWARDS THE HOUSE..

AND THERE'S T MARIA

/

NOTHING WE A COME
CAN DO ABOUT \V. L BACK/

Maria disappeared through the
FRENCH DOORS AS PAUL HOLT'S

JEERING LAUGHTER RANG OUT FROM

THE FAR END OF THE GARDEN.

.

YES, MR KING? \ WHY YOU OIRTY,

THERE'S NOTHING
\
SNEAKING. ..YOU

YOU CAN DO ABOUT 1 WERE HIDING
IT. • • lifStj THERE IN THE

SHADOWS ALL
THIS TIME...

LISTENING/ B



1

Norman's hand went to the
LOADEO AUTOMATIC IN HIS POCKET AS

THE SNEERING HUSBAND APPROACHEO,

AND HIS FACE FLUSHED RED WITH

HATE AND ANGER AT THE AMUSED
TWINKLE IN PAUL’S EYES .

.

Norman whipped out the gun,
PRESSING THE COLD BLACK SNUB-

NOSED MUZZLE AGAINST PAUL HOLT'S

CHEST. THE SNEERING SMILE VAN-

ISHED FROM PAUL'S FACE.

.

THERE'S THIS )
OON'T BE A

I CAN DO.' X < FOOL, KING (

:an K/L L YOU*J BEFORE you
THAT

TRIGGER, LET
ME TELL YOU

IT WON'T
00 TOUANY

YOU'RE TRYING ( NOBODY WILL
TO STALL ME

|

COME OUT IN

TILL SOMEONE ( THIS COLD,
SEES US, HOLT.

|

KING' I MERELY

WELL. IT WON'T I WANT TO TELL

Curiosity had gotten the better of norman. he relaxed a bit

AS PAUL BEGAN HIS STORY, BUT HE KEPT THE GUN MUZZLE LEVELED
AGAINST PAUL'S CHEST. .

IT'S A STRANGEMO FRIGHTENING
STORY, NORMAN' IT BEGAN WHEN I

FIRSTSAW MARIA. IT WAS A LITTLE

MORE THAN A YEAR AGO. SHE WAS
SURROUNDED BY SKELETONS AND
VAMPIRES AHOWEREWOLVES.

'YOU SEE, I’D GONE TO VISIT SOME RICH FRIENDS IN PORT-AU-
PRINCE, HAITI. THEY'D TAKEN ME TO A HALLOWE'EN MASQUERADE
PARTY. MARIA WAS MADE UP AS A LITTLE SENSUOUS RED DEVIL. I

'At MIDNIGHT MARIA UNMASKED AND I UNMASKED
AND WE LOOKED AT EACH OTHER AND KNEW. WE
KNEW WHAT ANTHONY AND CLEOPATRA, AND



'don't TALK ABOUT ghouls,
PAUL ? I- 1 DON'T LIKE THEM.

-T I ..I'M AFRAID?
I.

)

HONEY ? I L
^ DIDN'T MEAN... I

WOULDN'T...WELL, I'LL

JMTKB? MENTION THEM

msf AGAIN/ urgg

PAUL...WHERE ARE
you TMT/iW me?^y—-3 STOP. . .

I'M PAUL HOLT, AND

YOU'PE BEAUTIFUL
- AND NOW THAT WE ^
7 KNOW EACH OTHER J

\ IF YOU )-

j
MW5r

' ON TRYING

TOK/SS
ME, PAUL, X ' LL

60 BACK IN- «

$/££AND YOU'LL

NEVER SEE ME

ftp AGAIN?

NOT MINE, \
PAUL/ NOT
YET/ WE... <
WE don't know
EACH OTHER. . .)

OH, PAUL/ YES? YES, K
I'LL MARRY YOU...

if... IF UY MOTHER /,

AND FATHER GIVE US

PERMISSION

/

you'll

have to ASK THEM... <

i'm NOT going to FORGET
ABOUT YOU, maria? X *

COULDN'T

/

I WANT YOOl

I WANT YOU TO MARRY .

ME/ THERE/ i've SAID
it? MARRYME. MARIA? j

Cif YOU'RE IMPATIENT,

[

PAUL.. .THERE ARE

'OTHER girls...
)

MUCH EASIER-TO- U
K/SS6IRIS. PERHAPS

YOU'D BETTER FORGET0 ABOUT ME? RH

flF YOU'RE PLAYING

HARD-TO-GET, IT'S

WORKING, maria. .

YOU'RE DRIVING MEW MAD/

*1 TOOK HER BY THE HAND AND PULLED HER AFTER

ME THROUGH THE SWIRLING CROWD OF MERRY MON-

STERS. SHE LAUGHED AND IT WAS LIKE THE TINKLING

OF SILVER BELLS..
•*

f I'M GETTING YOU OUT OF
/
HERE BEFORE ONE OF THESE

I
GHOULS BEATS ME TO IT?

'Outside, maria stopped ...shivering, i looked at her

AND SHE WASN'T LAUGHING ANY MORE . FEAR LURKED IN

HER EYES...'

“I TOOK HER IN MY ARMS AND

TRIED TO KISS HER RIGHT THEN

AND THERE AS YOU JUST DID, NORMAN.

BUT, AS WITH YOU, SHE’D HAVE NONE

'So I didn’t TRY. I could wait;

ALTHOUGH IT WASNT EASY. THE

NEXT EVENING, X TOOK HER TO

DINNER. I TRIED TO HOLD HER HAND

ACROSS THE TABLE, BUT SHE PULLED

IT AWAY BEFORE I COULD TOUCH IT. ./

'^T^venV'' IT WOULDSTART
THAT, V WITH HOLDIN6 MY .

MARIA?
)

HAND... AND THEN ,

K/SS. ..AND THEN..

DON'T SAY NO,
MARIA. THAT'S

WHAT OUR LIPS

WERE MADE rJ
at FOR. . . w&R



'
WHY... I HAVE...QUIT A BIT

Of MONEY, SIR.. .A GOOD

EDUCATION MY OWN
"J

(
BUSINESS... 'lBSgfl

FINE, MR. HOLT . BUTMORE >

IMPORTANT. . .WOULD YOU BE
j

WILLING TO DIE FOR MY^J
m DAUGHTER?

INDEEDfNAO PRECISELY
1 WHAT ARE YOUR QUAUFI-

^CATIONS

,

MR. HOLT?

r I'VE COME TO ASK FOR ‘

YOUR PERMISSION TO

MARRY YOUR DAUGHTER,
MR. AND MRS. HARMON f JEj

' Maria and her parents lived in a large old house
OUTSIDE PORT-AU-PRINCE. WHEN I WENT TO SEE THEM
THAT NIGHT, THEY SAT STIFFLY ACROSS A DRAWING ROOM
THAT MUST HAVE BEEN FURNISHED IN 1880. THEIR ATTIRE

FITTED THE SURROUNDINGS

' My QUALIFICATIONS'? I HAD TO CONTROL MYSELF TO
KEEP A STRAIGHT FACE. YOU’D THINK I WAS APPLYING
FOR A POSITION INSTEAD OF ASKING TO MARRY THEIR

DAUGHTER...'

LOOKING FOR.

fl'D GIVE MyY
LIFE FOR

]

|
MARIA WITH - /

L OUT A A
f MOMENT'S
HESITATION,
l SIRf WH

AH' THEN
you HAVE
OUR PER-

, MISSION,
I YOUNG
rr man? <

OH,

PAUL.

PAUL,

I
HAPPYf

.

LOOKED AT ME REASSURINGLY, AND WHISPERED.

'J SSTRYCHN/NE.'Lvou saidT
WHY, THAT'S POISON.'} you'd d/E
WHArS THE IDEA? y FOR MY

DAUGHTER,
v
'-r paul' r-

I SWALLOW IT, PAUL]

DARLING.' IT'S ALL ^
y RIGHT.' IT'S ^
(.STRYCHNINE.'Jf GIVE IT TO XhERE, YOUNG y WHAT IS IT? IT SMELLS

Ihim.FATHERM man'swallow L funny.'medicinal?
THIS'

’Even his ideas of gallantry
WERE VICTORIAN. I SUPPRESSED MY
AMUSEMENT AND GAVE THE ANSWER

'To MY SURPRISE, MR, HA8MGN_
SAID WE COULD BE MARRIED THE
VERY NEXT DAY. SO MARIA AND I

WERE WED IN THAT COLO BLEAK
CHAMBER BY A LOCAL OFFICIAL...'

’MR. HARMON GRINNED, BUT MARIA

PERMITTED ME TO 00 NO MORE THAN
BRUSH HER COLD LIPS WITH MINE . T.

BLAMED IT ON SHYNESS BEFORE HER
PARENTS. I ACHED TO CRUSH HER IN

MY ARMS...'

‘ When the official that had married us had gone,

MARIA TURNED TO HER FATHER. MR. HARMON TOOK A

SMALL SILVER CASE FROM HIS WAISTCOAT POCKETAND

REMOVED A SINGLE WHITE TABLET.



' I DROPPED THE DEADLY LETHAL TABLET AND
BACKED OFF. MARIA KNELT AND PICKED IT UP A|$D

TRIED TO GIVE IT BACK TO ME. SHE PRESSED HER
HAND IN MINE. HER FLESH WAS COLD. . .COLD AS
DEATH. .

.

'

'A CLAMMY CHILL CREPT ACROSS ME LIKE AN INVISIBLE

HAND OF HOARFROST. NUMBLY. I MOVED BACKWARDS . THERE
WAS A LOOK OF DEADLY GRIM DETERMINATION ON THE FACES OF

T HE HARMONS AS THEY CAME SLOWLY AFTER ME...’

^THAT'S WHY I NEVER LET YOU TOUCH Y~f!

' I SCREAMED AND BROKE FOR THE
DOOR..

‘The door was locked... the key

GONE. I WHIRLED, CONFUSED. MY
ONLY AVENUE OF ESCAPE WAS UP

THE STAIRS. ..

'The doors on the second floor
WERE ALL LOCKED TOO. FOR A MOMENT,

THEY TRAPPEO ME THERE. THEIR COLD

LIFELESS HANDS HOLDING ME IN A

STEEL GRIP. BUT WITH A STRENGTH
OF SHEER TERROR, I WRENCHED

* There was no time to think... only to run. i saw the narrow stairway leading upward and with a wild

FRANTIC SCRAMBLE, I STUMBLED UP INTO A MUSTY DUST-LADEN FOUL-SMELLING ATTIC. I REACHED THE ONE WINDOW IN

THE JUNK -CRAMMED ROOM, THREW IT OPEN, AND STARED DOWN THREE STORIES TO A BRICK PATIO. I GLANCED BACK
AS X CLIMBED TO THE SILL AND SAW MY ZOMBIE WIFE AND IN-LAWS THROUGH A HAZE OF COBWEBS, COMING FOR

ME...COMING... AND I HEARD MARIA'S PLEADING VOICE...



Norman screamed in fury, he squeezed the trigger The automatic barked into the night, four ugly
BLACK HOLES APPEARED IN PAUL'S CHEST. THEY GAPED
DRYLY... BURNED BY THE POWDER AT SUCH CLOSE RANGE.
BUT THERE WAS NO BLOOD

f

NORMAN STAGGERED BACK,
iHIS FACE FROZEN IN AN EXPRESSION OF STARK HORROR...

AGAIN AND AGAIN AS HE SHRIEKED.

I SAID ID KILL YOU'
AND I MEANT IT.' TAKE

THAT... AND THAT... and
’ THAT... ANO...CHOKE... > / I TOLD YOU THEY

AKILLED *£ NORMAN.
I AM DEAD... LIKE MY

r WIFE MADIA... \

Paul holT's cold lifeless hands caught norman king's throbbing

THROAT IN AN ICY DEATH -GRIP. HIS POWERFUL DEAD FINGERS CLAMPEO
T)GHTLY, CUTTING OFF NORMAN'S AIR SUPPLY-CUTTING OFF HIS LIFE..:

THEY MADE ME A ZOMBIE, NORMAN? AND NOW, IF

YOU WANT MY WIFE SO BADLY.. .I’LL HAVE TO MAKE

YOU ONE. AT LEAST... THEN ..YOU MIGHT HAVE A

Norman king listened in amaze-
ment to THIS TALE OF TERROR THAT
POURED FROM THE LIPS OF THE tfuS-

BAND OF THE WOMAN HE WANTED SO

OESPERATELY. HE LOOKEO DOWN AT

THE GUN IN HIS HAND, THE GUN LEV-
ELED AT PAUL HOLT'S CHEST...

( HEH, HEH f AND THAT'S MY YELP YABN

[
FOR THIS ISSUE OF C.K.'S PUTRID PERI-

)
ODICAL

.

OF COURSE
,
THE CHOKE WAS ON

/ NORMAN... FALLING FOR A COLD BABE
LIKE MARIA. BUT EVERYTHING'S ALL
R/6HT NOW. NORMAN'S BEEN ACCEPTED
I NTO ZOMBIEZOC/ETY AND MARIA'S

PAWNED HIM OFF ON A DISTANT COUSIN
OF HERS. THIS GAL'S BEEN DEAD SO LONG,

SHE HAS TO KEEP HER DISTANCE. ANYWAY
NORMAN'S HAPPY AS AN

UNDERTAKER AT A
PLANE CRASH WITH

HER. SEEMS HE GOES
FOR THE STRONG
TYPE...SMELL !NG,THAT
IS. AND, TALKING ABOUT
STRONG SMELLING,
I'LL TURN YOU BACK
TO C.K/’BYE.NOW?



They couldn’t be far behind, Fitch realized.

Of all the dumb luck ... for years he’d

snatched purses, and he’d never fumbled so

badly as this time! His chest pounding as he

rounded the corner, Fitch knew that his two

pursuers would be closing in on him in an-

other minute!

He skidded to a stop suddenly. In the empty

lot to his right some kids were fooling around

an old ice box, which sagged ludicrously atop

a mound of rubbish. One punk sat insfde the

enamel box, while the others yammered, pre-

tending they were about to shut the door. It

took Fitch only a moment to see beauty in this

sordid scene; the ice box was a better hideout

than any other he’d find!

Fitch slammed one kid when he protested

against an adult joining their fun ... the

others calmed down fast. Hunching over, Fitch

pulled a five-spot from his pocket and the eyes

around him grew big with anticipation. Fitch

swiftly tore the bill into two pieces. He handed

one half of the bill to the skinny kid nearest

him. "I’m gonna duck into the ice box, see?’’

he whispered. "Slam that door shut after I’m

in . . . then just keep on playing. You get the

other half when you open the door for me!”

While the kids chattered excitedly, Fitch

stepped into the box and maneuvered cork-

screw fashion till he was able to squat down

inside. "Okay!” he called. "When I rap on the

side of the box, you open ’er up and get the

other half of your reward! Now slam 'er

closed!"

A tight fit, Fitch thought, a smile on his

face. It was dark, and already the perspiration

was beginning to swim down the small of his

back. But sitting it out in the ice box was a lot

cosier than sweating out a prison sentence!

The air was stale and it was hard to breathe

. . . but those cops’d pass by in another mo-

ment, and he'd hop out and make a getaway!

While he squatted inside the sealed box,

two figures in blue raced around the corner.

One of them pointed at the boys in the empty

lot. At the same moment, the kids spotted the

police. With a yelp of fear, the boys scattered,

their legs thrashing frantically as they ran

away. "T-They catch us here again," one boy

grunted, "and they’ll run us in! Last time they

warned us to stay outa this lot, or we’d all go

to jail!”

In another minute the boys were gone, and

the police ran on. The lot was silent. Except

for the deep-throated groaning inside the

abandoned ice box.

After the footsteps died away outside, Fitch

pounded on the enamel side of the box . . .

pounded till blood from his slashed knuckles

ran down the slick surface. With all his

strength he hurled himself against the door,

but it held firm.

It was growing hot in the box . . . increas-

ingly hard to breathe. Fitch’s fingers ripped

his collar open, but it didn’t help. There was

a curious buzzing in his ears, and he found it

painful to keep his eyes open. His heart was

beating strangely in his chest, and the white-

hot lump in his throat seemed to be growing

. . . seemed to be filling his whole tortured

body, as if it would soon burst. Just one breath

of air, that’s all he needed! Let the cops come

and take him ... let them throw him into soli-

tary! Just let him gulp some air, and relieve

the agony that was melting his insides! Air . .

.



E.C.FAN-ADDICT CLUB/
SEND FOR YOUR MEMBERSHIP KIT TODAY, RECEIVE A FULL-COLOR 7>iX 10/z ILLUMINATED

CERTIFICATE A STURDY WALLET IDENTIFICATION CARD, A SNAZZY EMBROIDERED SHOULDER.
PATCH, AND A STUNNING ANTIQUE BRONZE- FINISH BAS-RELIEF PIN.

For an individual membership, fill out
THE COUPON AND SEND IT IN, TOGETHER WITH
25^. IF FIVE OR MORE OF YOU WISH TO JOIN
AS AN AUTHORIZED CHAPTER, ENCLOSE
EACH MEMBER'S NAME AND ADDRES5 ALONG
WITH 25<r FOR EACH NAME, AND INDICATE

THE NAME OF THE ELECTED CHAPTER.
PRESIDENT. WE WILL NOTIFY EACH
PRESIDENT OF HIS CHAPTER NUMBER.
EACH MEMBER, CHAPTER OR INDIVIDUAL.
WILL RECEIVE HIS KIT DIRECTLY ... BY
RETURN MAIL?

THE E.C. FAN-ADDICT CLUB
» ROOM 706
I 225 LAFAYETTE STREET
« NEW YORK, 12, N.Y.

: -Here's mu two bits / 1 want thethugs
and stuff /ike the kid’s wearing / 1 want

* to meet rwuifriend s likethe kid’s meeting/
I'm a fan -addict/ I'm mad /



THE CRYPT-KEEPER’S CORNER
m

Heh, heh! So everybody's "high fidelity" crazy these

days! So who am l to stand in the way of progress? So

snap on your ten watt all-triode amplifier, flip on your

no-rumble, non-tracking-error, four-speed, sunk-in-

sand record player with the diamond stylus variable re-

luctance magnetic plug-in pickup head, dust off your

base-reflex cabinet with the infinite baffle containing

the twin 15 inch woofers, 6 cross-over networks, and

8 matched-in-series tweeters . . . and lend a shattered

ear to the crystal-clear needle scratch of these latest ad-

' dilions to the E.C. HORROR HIT PARADE (now
irritating you at a flat response from 1.0 to 84,000

cycles, plus or minus .003 db. at maximum horse-

power, minimum hum level at 3600 revolutions per

minute!), as sent in by Frank Field of Port Washing-

ton, N. Y-; Carl Nelson and Dolores Zielinski of De-

troit, Mich.; Rod Masanet and ferry Santabasci of

1selin, N. ].; 2 Allegany High School Ghouls of Cum-
berland, Md.; and Paul Block and Douglas Tuchman

of Elmhurst, L. 1.:

MAGGOTS GO WHERE MY PILED
GUTS GO

EAT ME IN ST. LOUIS, LOOEY
STRANGLINGS ARE HAPPENING
SOME HAIR OVER MY SLAIN BEAU
YOU MADE ME SHOVE YOU
I'LL BREi\K YOUR BONES AGAIN,
KATHLEEN

COMIN' THROUGH THE EYE
DROWNED IN THE VALLEY
YOU WERE BENT FOR ME
SIOUX CITY SHREW
HAGS TO WITCHES
WHEN YOU AND I WERE YOUNG
MAGGOTS

Kevinsky O'Brien and Tom Olive of no address;

Steve Wishart of Detroit, Mich.; William Gobi of

Philadelphia, Pa.: and Dom Poriolana of N. Y. C.

suggest the following PULSATING POGRAMS:-

HATCHET SQUAD
ROAST OF THE TOWN
FOUR SCAR PLAYHOUSE
YOU BET YOUR WIFE
PERRY S IN A COMA
MR. GIZZARD
T.V. SCREAM CLUB
SMILIN' ED'S FANG
THE PRONE STRANGER
I ATE THREE WIVES

Somebody sent in the following LURID LYRICS:

THE HEARSE WITH THE FRINGE ON TOP
from OKLAHOMACIDE

Rati and bats and owls better disperse

When I take you out in this hearse

When I take you out in the black hearse

With the fringe on top.

Watch that fringe and see how it flutters

As I drive the hearse through the gutters.

Crazy folks will break through their shutter*

And their jaws will drop.

The driver's dead
The upholstery's skin

The dash-board'll drive you insane

With a solid glass bottom

You can look right in

In case you run over a pedestrian.

Two bright fog-lights out on the fender

Spare tank of blood if you go on a bender

An unemployed mortician who'll service render

If you care to flop

In that terse little hearse

j
With the fringe on the top.

Al Fuller of- Portland, Ore. pens this PERVERTED

PARODY to the tune of "Pretend":

Pretend you're drainin' when you're blue,

ji It isn't very hard to do.

And you'll find blood without an end

Whenever you pretend.

Remember, anyone can dream.

And nothin's dry as it may seem.

The clots you haven't got could be a lot

If you pretend.

You'll find a body you can share,

j

One you can call all your own.

Just close your eyes, blood is there.

You'll nevag be alone.

And if you sing this melody,

j
You'll be pretending just like me.

The blood is mine, it can be yours, my friend,

So why don’t you pretend.

Clay KimbaH of Draper, N. C. sends me flying with

this PUTRID POETRY:

I used to be happy with a narcotic fag,

Any old tag, and a drunken jag.

But n w no more.

For that was before.

1 read an E.C. mag!

Now I’m sad and I pout

Till an i

They make me happy, men.

I EA7 AGAIN!

COMMERCIALS: This offer expires with this offer

!

Positively lastpublic announcement! THREE DIMEN-
SIONAL E.C. CLASSICS and THREE DIMEN-
SIONAL TALES FROM THE CRYPT OF TERROR
... 15c each ... 2 for 30c! Subscriptions to TALES
FROM THE CRYPT .

'.

. one buck . . . eight issues!

Address for more tomes of talent, or 3-D mags, or sub

orders ie:

The Crypt-Keeper

Room 706, Dept.

225 Lafayette St.

N. Y. I2.N.Y.



HERE'S A TALE Of BLOODY T.V.

PROGRAMING! I CALL THIS DUD..

Mr. pierce draynor sat beside the master of Mr. chatfield nodded toward the glum threesome

CEREMONIES, SMILING NERVOUSLY. FROM TIME TO

TIME HE GLANCED AT THE PANEL SITTING STERNLY

ACROSS THE SMALL STUOIO STAGE.. .

''if OUR PANEL FAILS TO NAME THE GUESTS

SECRET

/our panel is NEW each week. GUESS THE GUEST is

NOT A CELEBRITY PROGRAM. WE BELIEVE IT IS MORE FUN

TO HAVE THREE...WELL... AVERAGE PEOPLE LIKE YOUR-

SELVES MATCH WITS WITH OUR GUEST TONIGHT,ON OUR

PANEL,WE HAVE MR. RALPH PE7FRS,WGHT WATCHMAN...

MISS CELIA PRONICK, MOVIE CASHIER... AND MR P“"
DUNKEL, MAINTENANCE MAN. ..

‘ “



MOW, PANEL, MEET OUR QUEST. . .

MR- PIERCE DRAYNOR YOUR JOB

WILL BE TO DISCOVER MR. DRAY-

NOB'S OCCUPATION. . .
WHAT HE

DOES' in OTHER WORDS...

'GUESS THE GUEST’! FIRST,

WE’LL BEGIN WITH THE WILD
.guesses •. mss pronick

\

Mr. pierce draynor sat in the

GUEST SEAT WITH AN AMUSED SMILE,

GLOATING INSIDE. THEY'D NEVER
GUESS HIS OCCUPATION. IT WAS
SOMETHING THEY WOULDN'T EXPECT..

JUST TO LOOK AT HIM.

His NEAT OUTER APPEARANCE... HIS

QUIET VOICE- HIS RATHER MEEK AIR...

THERE WAS NOTHING OBVIOUS ABOUT
MR. DRAYNOR THAT WOULD GIVE HIS

OCCUPATION AWAY. MR. DRAYNOR WAS
GOING TO ENJOY THIS...

They were all wrong... so very wrong, mr. draynor

LEERED SLYLY AT THE HUMMING KINESCOPE CAMERA,
MOCKING THE VAST AU0IENCE THAT WOULD VIEW THIS AT

SOME FUTURE TIME. AND HE REMEMBERED HOW HE'D

MET MR. CHATFIELD THAT NIGHT LAST WEEK . . .IN THAT
CRUMMY LITTLE EAST- SIDE G ltjnMILL,

.

(YOU ARE?.' tiny, I'M AN M.C^f I'VE
/ON a NEW TV PROGRAM!
I ER.. .HOW WOULD YOU LIKE TO

I APPEAR, MR. DRAYNOR? IT'S

V CALLED 'GUESS THE guest:
I I’M SURE THATYOUR OCCUFA
1 TION would FLOOR our

/n
.
n
nB

iyi

i



Mr. draynor's thoughts returned
TO THE PRESENT AS MR. CHATFIELD

ARE CORRECT, PANEL t

SO WE MAY BEGIN THE

QUESTIONS. WE'

a

T HE QUESTIONS BEGAN INNOCENTLY
ENOUGH-TOO INNOCENT. MR. ORAYNOR
IMPATIENTLY EGGED THEM ON. MR.

CHATFIELD SEEMED TO BE ENJOYING

THE PROCEEDINGS...

MR- CHATFIELD HAD TOLD MR. ORAYNOR

HE COULD AD LIB OR EMBELISH HIS

YES-OR-NO ANSWERS IF HE CARED TO,

SO LONG AS HE DID NOT DELIBERATELY

LIE. THAT WAS ALL RIGHT WITH MR.
ORAYNOR...

' I'M SURE YOU'VE
'N

(SEEN THIS PRODUCT,

)

MISS PRONICK? MOST

J EVERYONE has .

siT'S VERY COMUON'

IS THIS A

COMMON
PRODUCT?
I MEAN ...HA\i

I SEEN it?

They passed from one to the other, narrowing
IT DOWN, GETTING TO THE HEART OF THE MATTER. MR
ORAYNOR HAD HELPED THEM ALONG, SNICKERING TO
HIMSELF. HE'D WANTED THEM TO GET CLOSE ...VERY

MR. ORAYNOR SAWTHE SUDDEN TWITCH OF MISS PRONICK'S

LIPS NOW AS A CLUE LEAPED INTO HER MIND AND HER EYES

WIDENED IN HORROR. MR. OUNKEL PASSED TO HER. HER VOCE



Desperately they hurled questions at him,

HOPING THEY WERE WRONG AT WHAT THEY SUS-

It was dunkel'sturn again, but he was still afraid TO

COME OUT WITH IT OPENLY. HE TRIED TO APPROACH IT IN A

ROUNDABOUT WAY, LIKE A FEARFUL MAN SKIRTING THE EDGE

OF A DEEP, DEADLY PIT..

.

SORRY./ YOU...YOU WORK IN A HOSPITAL.
IN A... A BLOOD BANK? IS THAT.

HEAVENS, not FAR
FROM THATf

'you... YOU'RE A'

DOCTOR! you
MUST BE.' YOU
SIMPLY MUSTfJ

Peters seemed to be mentally gagged, evading

THE DIRECT QUESTION LIKE SOME HORRIBLE SLIME

They were all beating around the bush, afraid to name

THE HIDEOUS OCCUPATION TORTURING THEIR MINDS. MISS

PRONICK LOOKED POSITIVELY ILL AS SHE STAMMERED..

.

The grinning, gloating guest chose his words

CAREFULLY, FOR THEIR FULLEST AND MOST TANTALIZ-

ING MEANING. IT WAS SO DELIGHTFUL, WATCHING THE
PANEL SWEAT AND SQUIRM..

Mr. chatfield's eyes gleamed as he warned the

PANEL OF THE FLEETING TIME. IT WAS THE TRIUMPH HE'D

PLANNED ALL ALONG. THAT’S WHY HE'D INVITED MR.

DRAYNOR AT NIGHT. IT ALL FIT IN SO NICELY. OUITE A LOVELY

TORMENTING TWIST...



Mr. chatfield laughed. Mr. chatfield turned to mr. draynor.

NO/X A DIRTY'
^^TRICK/j

THIS HAN HAS A >

LEGITIMATE OCCU-
PATION.

/

if you CAN'T
GUESS IT, HE WINS/
NOW, DO YOU CARE TO
MAKE A STAB AT IT ? S

you'll
HEAR
ABOUT
THIS!,

A CASKET/? SAT!'I...THIS SOLID OAK.HAND HEWN,NYLON LINED,
IBRASS NAILED CASKET..

.

FOR YOU TO REST IN^
| ETERNAL REPOSE FOREVERMORE. . .

WHAT KIND OF
PROGRAM IS
THIS?

PIERCE DRAYNOR IS

Mr. DRAYNOR GIGGLED. MR. CHATFIELD LOOKED SUR-

MR. PIERCE ORAYNORf YOU HAVE STUMPED
OUR PANEL WITH YOUR OCCUPATION!
'GUESS THE GUEST’ PROUD TO
PRESENT ITS JACK-POT PRIZE.

.

<rmr

The PANEL SHRUNK NOW AS DRAYNOR LEERED AT THEM.
MOCKING THEM...DEFYING THEM.. . DARING THEM TO PIN

HIM DOWN. MR. CHATFIELD SAT BACK, WONDERING IF

THEY'D HAVE THE NERYE..



Dpaynor's laugh choked and oieo.

THE MEMBERS OF THE PANEL WERE

RISING FROM THEIR SEATS... COMING

TOWARD HIM...

ChATFIELD ROSE, STANDING OVER DRAYNOR. AND THE

HIS WHIRRING MECHANISM TO

MEMBERS AS THEY GLIDED

They loomed over the ink man u facturer, hemming

Mr. DRAYNOR FLAILED AS THEY BENT OVER HIM, SINKING THEIR NEEDLE-

SHARP FANGS INTO HIS FLESH. ..SUCKING. .GULPING. .. DRAWING THE SCAR-

LET LIFE-FLUID FROM HIS WEAKENING BODY. AND JUST BEFORE THE DARK-

NESS CLOSED IN, DRAYNOR HEARD MR. CHATFIELD RISE, WIPE HIS BLOOOY

MOUTH, AND CLOSE THE 'CANNED 1 SHOW. .

p BE SURE TO BE WITH US NEXT WEEK "^tj

1 WHEN 'GUESS THE GUEST’ is presented

BY the SUPERNATURAL PRIVATE- TV.

NETWORK. OUR PROGRAM, at THAT

HEH.HEH/ CUTE IDEA, EH.KIDOES...

HAVING A PRIVATE- r.V. NETWORK
FOR THE GRAVEYARD GALLERY

?

OF COURSE, IT’S BROADCAST OVER

U.H.F.f THAT’S ULTRA HORRIBLE
FREQUENCIES

f

IN COLOR, TOOf
ALL PRETTY FLESH-CRIMSON AND

BLOOD-REDf AS FORPOOR MR.
DRAYNOR. . . WELL, HE GOT TO USE
THE PRIZE HE'O WON I SOONER THAN

HE EXPECTED, TOO.' and now, the

OLD WITCH AWAITS WITH HER
MORBID MESS
COOKING IN HER

CRUDDY CAUL-
DRON.' BY THE
WAY f DID YOU
JOIN THEEC.
FAN-ADDICT
CLUB YET?
LUCKY' k»E now!



The still night outside the boarding house was sud- l

DENLY SHATTERED BY THE SICKENING IMPACT OF TWO TONS OF \

METAL AND RUBBER AND GLASS AND FLESH MEETING A SOLID '

WALL OF BRICK AND CONCRETE. THE PAINFUL SQUEALING OF

BRAKES PRECEDING THE CRASH STILL ECHOED INTO THE NIGHT

AS THE ROOMERS POURED OUT ONTO THE PORCH AND DOWN THE

WOODEN STEPS. ERIC HOLBIEN JOINED THEM AS THEY RUSHED

TO THE MASS OF TWISTED FENDERS AND PULVERIZED WIN-

DOWS, TORN MUSCLES AND SHATTERED BONE, AND THICK

BLOOD THAT OOZED FROM THE WRECK AND POOLED LIKE A SCAR-

LET LAKE UPON THE COLD SIDEWALK...

Eric HOLBIEN STOOD BEHIND THE THREE OLD LAD-

IES THAT SHARED THE HUGE ROOM NEXT DOOR TO

HIS. HE WATCHED WITH SATISFACTION AS THElft

MOUTHS DROPPED OPEN DUMBLY AND THEIR EYES

GLAZED IN HORROR ANO THE COLOR DRAINED FROM

THEIR AGED AND WRINKLEO FACES AS THEY BEHELD

THE OEATH SCENE. AND ERIC HOLBIEN SMILED ..



And he knew that soon he would
HAVE ANOTHER FABULOUS TAPESTRY

TO SELL TO HtS FRIEND, MILTON ... A

TAPESTRY WOVEN FEVERISHLY BY

THREE PAIRS OF GNARLED AND NER-
VOUS HANDS GUIDED BY THREE PAIRS

OF MILKY BLOODSHOT EYES THAT
HAD LOOKED UPON THE HORROR OF

VIOLENT ACCIDENTAL DEATH ...

Eric had been an art dealer back in new york.

HE'D HAD A SMALL GALLERY BUT IT HAD NEVER BEEN

VERY SUCCESSFUL. THE ARTISTS THAT HAD COME TO HIM

WITH THEIR CANVASES AND SCULPTURINGS HAD NOT BEEN

TOO GOOD. HE'D BEEN FORCED TO CLOSE THE GALLERY
AFTER A WHILE. PEOPLE HAD STOPPED COMING TO BUY.

Eric had nodded absently to the three old ladies
AND PICKED AT HIS FOOD, HIS THOUGHTS A MILLION MILES
AWAY. WHAT COULD HE DO NOW THAT HE'D COME TO MILL-

VILLE? HOW LONG COULD HE LAST UNTIL HIS MONEY RAN

OUT?.

SO ERIC HAD COME TO MILLVILLE TO BEGIN AGAIN. HE'D

HAD NOTHING SPECIFIC IN MIND. HE'D JUST PACKED HIS

THINGS IN NEW YORK AND TAKEN A TRAIN WEST. AND
WHEN HE'D BECOME TIRED OF RIDING, HE'O GOTTEN OFF..

AND IT’D BEEN AT MILLVILLE
,



But the brief view he’d hao of it had been enough,

eric holbien had waited all his LIFE FOR that

MOMENT...

WHEN DID YOU MAKE THAT
k

ONE? THAT ONE IS 600Df
“ THAT TAPESTRY IS A WORK OF
ARE... AN EXPRESSION OF

l SHEER 6EN/US...

THIS ONE'S NOT A) NO GOOD
VERY GOOD J ATALL f .

EXAMPLE** -7/
our WORK* V

7 we V,
}
INTENDED *"

TO DESTROY*

v iTf
THIS
ONE?,

It'dOWNBY^) we SAW the WHOLE 1-

' THE CORNER *J THING/IT 'HASAWFUL'
s j

--—

<

the BLOOD * THE

TWISTED BODY. POOR
GOLDEN r HEMADE .

VHIS THAT VERTEX
NIGHT*Jt&tdi

IT* I
REMEMBER.

He o AGREED TO LOOK AT THE

SALS8URY SISTERS' WORK MERELY

AS A CONCESSION... TO AVOIDINSULT-

ING THEM. AND THE ONE THEY'D

SHOWN HIM HAD BEEN JUST WHAT

HE''0.EXPECTED.

'rr^J^HPRETTYf
)

I s IT WORTH
fine CRAFTSMAN- (anything,*

SHIP-* GQOO HOLBIEN?

COLOR/tK..JkH...

But then, he’d spieo the tapestry

THAT HAO BEEN ROLLED UP AND
ALMOST HIDDEN FROM VIEW AND HE'D

ABSENTLY TAKEN IT OUT OF THE
CLOSET AND SPREAO IT OPEN-
r
.X i^aTly'can't' \6RACEF}OH,

I SAY, MRS. CARTER. f^^f—^DEAR/J
}
TAPESTRIES LIKE

- THAT ARE... ARE...

s WHO MADE THIS?)
"

The salsbury sisters had snatched the tapestry
FROM ERIC AND ROLLED IT UP AGAIN, APOLOGIZING...

Sheepishly, the sisters had unrolled the tapestry

AGAIN. ERIC'S HEART HAO RACED IN HIS CHEST. HIS EYES

HAD MOVED SLOWLY OVER THE MINUTE STITCHES ...THE

DREARY SOMBER COLORS ...THE EMOTIONAL SWIRLING COM-

POSITION. HE'O REACHED OUT, AS IN A DREAM, AND TOUCKD

HIS DREAM , AND HIS DREAM HAD BEEN REAL

frH!C~K ARTf^WL^WZ MADE THaF^YSS. THAT'S

( THIS. ..is GOOD.*)when MR. GOLDEN
* was KILLED f

[
REMEMBER, GIRLS?



i'll give you .

FIVE HUNDRED
DOLLARS
L FOR IT?

I'M SURE I'LL BE ABLE \ IT'S A

I TO SELL THEM TO THIS / DEAL,
1PARTY l HAVE IN MIND. ) MILTON?

I' L L BUY AL L YOU ' WRITE OUT
'can GET., if THEY'RE ]A CHECK'
i AS GOOD AS THIS ONE... /AND I'LL BE

for FIVEHUNDRED /BACK SOON...

DOLLARS EACH

f

J with OTHERS'

AND IF I CAN
GET MORE

S FOR YOU?

THIS IS GOOD, \
HOW MUCH IS IT

'

ERIC? WHO DID
J
WORTH, MILTON?

IT? CAN YOU GET /fr- ^
MORE?EXCEL-
LENTf such

EXPRESSION... S „ ifK
such emotion 'J * ; f'Jl

we COULDN'T'

^

WE WOULDN'T

)
BEINSPIRED'

<

'MORE?.'Jbut WE HAVE
NO MORE LIKE

^"VM IHAT ? WE MADE
\ f\YOTHERS BUT 1

\f VS.
WE destroyed

THEM

r oh, no' JJ
[THEN YOU'VE L,

'GOT TO MAKE
THEM OVER'/

So ERIC HAD GONE BACK A N D TOLD THE SISTERS.

^F/FTY^dLLAfis7~0»7Y^l mo^oF/GHT
' DEAR.' THAT'S MAWFUL / FOR IT, BUT he FINAL

LOT OF MONET' AND THISA GAVE INf and HE

V IS ALL FOR US' /1f\ wANTS HOPE' A

THEN, IF... IF I COULD ’

I
RUSH YOU TO THE J
SCENE OF AN ^
ACCIDENTAL DEATH,
vYOU'D BE INSPIRED?

.

WL RIGHT?

y
IF WE T AND THEX

SAW THE
( BLOOD'/

BODY..

.

0?.'/ WE MAKE '—Vthe one we L-F
—•-'TAPESTRIES LIKE ) MADE AFTER )

[
THAT ONLYAFTERJFATHER DIED K

w WE'VE SEEN A < was our FIRST'
VIOLENTACCIDENTAL) HE FELL X— DEATH.' A 8ENEATH THE )

^S-_|
|

[{ WHEELS OF A IW,eWW ™ain' A

AND WE MADE *-

SIX AFTER THAT f

\MR. GOLDEN'S

J WAS OUR

LATEST.' we
I DESTROYED .

the OTHERS'!

Yes, THAT WAS THE BEGINNING of it.

ERIC .HAD TAKEN THE TAPESTRY TO

NEW YORK.., TO AN ART DEALER FRIEND

OF HIS ...JUST TO CHECK ON HIS OWN
JUDGEMENT... _ .

/—l _



It had seen maddening' eric had

HAD TO BUY A RADIO WITH A POLICE

WAVELENGTH BAND . HE SAT, NIGHT AFTER

NIGHT, IN HIS ROOM ...LISTEN ING ...

LISTENING

When one of those few and
FAR BETWEEN CALLS HAD COME IN,

HE'D RUSHED THE OLD GALS TO

THE SPOT. MORE OFTEN THAN NOT,

THEY'D ARRIVE TOO LATE..

BuTTHERE'D BEEN THOSE FORTU-
NATE TIMES WHEN THEY'D ARRIVED

BEFORE THE POLICE. THE SISTER'S

HAD GAWKEO AND GASPEO AND ERIC

HAD KNOWN HE'O HAVE HIS TAPESTRY

GOING INTO
MILLVILLE’

Three times, four hundred ano fifty dollars had

GONE INTO ERIC'S POCKET WHILE THE SISTERS HAD

RECEIVED BUT ONE NINTH THAT AMOUNT..

|F only

FIFTY...THERE ) YOU'RE SO GOOOJTHERE WERE

YOU ARE' TO US' MORE
ACCIDENTS,
WE COULD

MAKE MORE
TAPESTRIES?

A

And then it had suddenly occured to eric' more

ACCIDENTS' OF COURSE? WHY HADN'T HE THOUGHT OF

THAT BEFORE? IF THERE WEREN'T ENOUGH ACCl
DENTS... HE COULD CAUSE THEM

f

OF COURSE f...

SO TONIGHT, HE'D WALKED A SHORT DISTANCE OUT OF

TOWN AND HE'D THUMBED A RIDE ANO BEEN PICKED UP.

AND WHEN HIS POOR UNSUSPECTING VICTIM'D LOOKED^

THE OTHER WAY...

He'D DRIVEN THE CAR TO THE STREET WHERE THE
_

BOARDING HOUSE STOOD, PLACED THE UNCONSCIOUS MANS

FOOT ON THE ACCELERATOR ,
RELEASED THE EMERGENCY

^
BRAKE, AND HOPPED FROM THE CAR—



Eric grew angry, he thought of milton waiting in

NEW YORK WITH HIS CUSTOMER HUNGRY FOR MORE TAPES-

'TRIES. HE THOUGHT OF THE FOUR HUNDRED AND FIFTY

DOLLARS AND THE GOOD TIMES IT WOULD BUY. AND HE

SHOUTED.-;JP

The car had sped down the street crazily, gather-
ing SPEED. THEN IT'D SPUN OUT OF CONTROL AND PLOWED

THE BOARDING

And HE'D WAITED FOR THE SISTERS TO COME FROM THE



r
ITCAN'T/It'S GOT ) LIKE WHAT

BE STO BE A Os 60/N6
MURDER?)VIOLENT \TO HAPPEN

'PRETTY, EMMA 2eh - eh -eh:

r LOU? PRETTYr

It was a WORK OPART, all right, it was ERIC HOLBIEN.ML OVER:

T HE OLD LADIES LOOKEO AT EACH OTHER IN

SHOCKED BEWILDERMENT. THEY TURNED TO ERIC

ANGRILY... I

They came at him slowly, gliding on ageo legs, fond-

ling THE INSTRUMENTS OF THEIR ART... THE SCISSORS AND

THE LONG SHARP NEEDLES... /
'

'

’irs GOT TO BE AN TOR LIKE WHEN
ACCIDENT..X\Fe. \

WE PUSHED l

WHEN WE PUSHED ) MR. GOLDEN
FATHER UNDER

.

' IN conNT nr ‘

THE TRAIN...

They stooo over him like the

THREE WITCHES IN MACBETH...

OVER THEIR LIVING, WRITHING

CAULDRON-

Mrs. carter and her roomers tossed

IN THEIR TROUBLED SLEEPS, BUT NEVER

HEARD THE MUFFLED SCREAMS THAT

CAME FROM THE WEAVING SISTERS' ROOM

...NEVER HEARD THE SNIPPING OF THEIR

SCISSORS ...THE CLICKING OF THEIR

|

NEEDLES ...THEIR GIGGLES OF SATISFAC-

TION.

And when eric's friend milton

STEPPEO FORWARD IN HIS GALLERY

TO GREET THE THREE KINDLY- LOOK-

ING OLD LADIES WHO ENTEREO WITH

THEIR LONG ROUND PACKAGE, HE

NEVER OREAMEO OF THE HORRORS

THEY WERE CAPABLE OF WEAVING...

Not UNTIL THEY UNROLLED THEIR LATEST TAPESTRY OF CROCHETED VEINS fHEE,HEE?YEP? the THREE old
AND EMBROIDERED ARTERIES AND SEWN MUSCLES AND TENDONS AND FINGER- > WERE NUTS* ALL RIGHT... JUST

NAILS AND HAIR AND TACKEO-DOWN EYEBALLS AND EARS AND STRUNG - UP \ UKE AU ArTISTS... INCLUDING THE

bones and cartilage... -V\;J[|
BATTY-BOYS AT E.C.fWSLL.THEY—

i
must be batty to DRAW this trash.*

,
HEE, HEE? ANO TALKING about CRAZY

PEOPLE.THIS WINDS UP C.K.'S MAG... /

WHICH YOU BOUGHT/ hee.hee? and .

ANYBODY WHO BUYS THIS NAUSEATING
|

NONSENSE MUST BE

AS BAD OFF AS THE

CREEPS WHO DRAW IT.

WELL, I GOTTA GO I

NOW. I GOTTA LEAD MY \
IDIOT EDITORS BACK

to THEIR padded i.

CELLS. SEE YOU ICXT

IN THE VAULT OF .

HORROR? ' BYE NOW? \



RADIO-TELEVISION
0R AUTOMOTIVE-DIESEL

* ELECTRONICS * ALLIED MECHANICS

GET SHOP-METHOD HOME TRAINING
for SUCCCSS in Today’s Top Industries!

SEND COUPON

TODAY

for FREE

BOOK and

COMPLETE

SAMPLE LESSON!

Like a business of your own ... or a good job with a big
o booming indus

Radios, 3100 stations... 16 million TV
stations...many more, now Govt, restrictions
are off. Defense industries want trained
menM interesting, good pay jobs. Get ^S|j|
'into this-opportunity-making in- i

|

'af|

dustry... advance fast. Find but
*

-AlliHI 1

i >1 1

1

how . . . mail coupon . . . TODAY!
I GIVI YOU STANDARD PARTS!
INCLUDING TUBES!
—they.are

ffi!p. You
actually
learii by
doing, buil
generators,
receivers, a

THIS PROFESSIONAL FACTORY-
MADE MULTI-TESTER IS YOURS!

Valuable
eouioment

tET NATIONAL SCHOOLS of Lot Angeles,
Californio, a Resident Trode School for
almost 50 years, train you at home for
today's unlimited opportunities. Pick
your industry—mail coupon below now)

EARN EXTRA MONEY WHIIS YOU LEARN!
I show you how to earn extra money
while learning! Many men have paid for
their entire course in this way. You can,
too. Remember: Shop-Method Home
Training covers every phase of the in-
dustry — in an interesting step-by-step
way. Why wait - take the first step to
success—mail the coupon today!

— trained mechanics for
high-pay jobs. National Schools Shop-Method

[h-^3,
Home Training prepares you for all Automo-

.. ’hSs Dlesel
» Allied Mechanics opportunities.

livSl Helps you get the security, good pay you've
always wanted. Send coupon for
your Free Book and Sample Les-

I GIVE YOU THE TOOLS OF YOUR
TRADE! Big professional-quality
kit of tools of your trade — and
all-metal

-start you off right!

NATIONAL



.-Mail This Coupon Today-

J
CHEERFUL CARD COMPANY

j
Dept. 32, While Plaint, New York

I
Please rush samples and full details of your easy

CHEERFUL CARD COMPANY, Dept. 3!, White plain!. New York



DON'T bET
HIM HIT ’

VOU, JOE \.

WATCH WHAT
? VOU SAY S

\ FELLA J

SHUT UP)
you bag l

OF BONES

DARN IT 1 I'M TIRED OF BEING /here's a LOVe-TAP—
FROM THAT "BA6 OF 80NES)
r? REMEMBER ? / «"*—

-

A SKINNY SCARECROW
Charles atlas savs he *

CAN MAKE ME A NEW MAN 1

i'll gamble a stamp and^J
GET His FREEBOOKj^l Wkos' it]

r
'oidnYtake

r

LONG. WHAT
fa build now
'LL TAKE CARF OF
I THAT BULLY r—'

i Can MakeYOU a New Man, Too, In Only 15 Minutes a Day!
CHARLES
ATLAS

Holder of title
"The World >

Most Perfectly
Developed
Man

D EOPLE used to laugh at
* my skinny 97-pound body
I Was ashamed to strip for

sports or for a swim Girls
made fun of me behind my
back THEN I discovered my
body - building system.
"Dynamic Tension "

It made
me such a complete specimen
of manhood that I hold the
title, "The World's Most Per-
fectly Developed Man."

What's My Secret?
When you look In the mirror and see a

healthy, husky, fellow smiling back at you— trhen you'll be astonished at how fast
"Dynamic Tension " GETS RESULTS ; It Is

the easy. NATURAL method and you can
practice In the privacy of your own room —
JUST MINUTES EACH DAY Just watch
your scrawny chest and shoulder muscles
begin to swell those spindly arms and legs
of yours bulge and your whole body starts
to feel alive," full of zip and go 1

Thousands are becoming husky — nvy way
I give you no gadgets to fool with With
"Dynamic Tension ' you simply utilize the
dormant muscle-power In your own body
— watch it grow and multiply into real, solid
LIVE MUSCLE

CDCr My 32 Page Illustrated Book is YoursHut - Not for J1 00 or 10c- But FREE
Send for my book. Everlasting Health
and Strength 32 pages of photos, valu-
able advice Shows what Dynamic Ten-
sion can do, answers vital questions A

real prize for any fellow
who wants a better build
I'll send you a copy FREE
!t may change your whole
tfe Rush coupon to 'me
personally Charles Atlas.
Dept 115 E. 23rd
l tree t, Neu- York 10. N Y.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. /&4
US East 23 St., New York 10, N.Y.

Send me — absolutely FREE — a qoiy of
your famous book. Everlasting Health and
Strength - 32 pages, crammed with pho-
tographs. answers to vital questi tns, and
valuable advice This book is mine to keep,
and sending for It does not obligate me
In any way


